plices. They could deport all the men, yet the women would
remain. And there are some astonishing ones. The resistance has
taken the shape of the Hydra, Cut off one head and ten grow in
its place with each gush of blood.

After Louis H. has left I fall into a fit of depression* It is not
well to count the missing. And then I really haven't been sleeping
enough for a long time. I think of Mont Valerien where every day
men are shot, of that estate of Chaville where every day a lorry
brings victims to face the firing squad, of the rifle-range of Z.
where every day our comrades are machine-gunned.

I have thought of the cells of Fresnes, of the cellars of Vichy, of
room 87 in the hotel T. where every day, every night, they burn
women's breasts, break toes, stick pins under the victims* nails,
send electric currents through their sexual organs. I have thought
of the prisons, and of the concentration camps where people die
of hunger, of tuberculosis, of cold, of vermin. I have thought of
the team of our underground newspaper, completely renewed
three times over. Of sectors where not a man, not a woman remains
of those who saw the work begin.

And I asked myself as a hard-headed realist, as an engineer who
draws a blueprint: Do the results we are able to obtain justify
these massacres? Is our newspaper worth the death of its editors,
its printers, its distributors? Do our little sabotages, our retail
assassinations, our humble secret army which perhaps will never
go into action, do they outweigh our frightful losses? Are we, the
leaders, justified in arousing, training and sacrificing so many
good, brave people, so many trusting, impatient, exalted souls for
a battle of strangulation, for a struggle of secrets, of famine and
of torture? In short, are we really needed for victory?

As a realist, as an honest mathematician, I had to face the ad-
mission that I did not know. And even that I did not think so. In
figures, in a practical accounting, we are running at a loss. Then,
I reflected, then we must in honesty give up. But at the very
moment when the thought of giving up came to me I felt that it
was impossible. Impossible to leave to others the responsibility,
the whole weight of defending and saving us. Impossible to leave
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